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DEDICATION 


This is for all of you who asked what happened after 
Blood Signs. 


CHAPTER ONE 


Lying in bed, Randall Stewart watched his lover, Sasha 
Baros, slide on a pair of sexy leather pants. 

"Are you sure we have to go?" He winced at the whine 
in his voice even before Sasha flashed Randy a glare, his 
light blue eyes expressing his disapproval. 

"I thought you'd enjoy receiving my collar on what is 
considered our most sacred day. There couldn't be a more 
perfect time for us to proclaim our bond." 

"I-I do. I mean, I am. I mean, I do want to celebrate 
our bond," Randy said, stumbling over his answer. Never 
had he expected Sasha to see his reluctance to go to the 
ceremony as a reflection of Randy's feelings about being 
collared. How could he explain to this supremely confident 
man that being the focus of a room full of supernatural 
creatures made him extremely nervous? He doubted Sasha 
ever had a single attack of nerves in his long life. 

Sasha climbed back onto the bed and crawled across 
the mattress until he crouched above Randy. Randy gave a 
moan as his cock hardened from Sasha's proximity. Damn 
thing practically performed on command these days. 

"No matter what happens, I'm not letting you go." The 
rock hard confidence in Sasha's voice settled Randy's 
jangling nerves. "I don't care what any other vampire, 
human or werekin says. You are the one for me." 

Randy melted beneath his lover's certainty. Deep down 
he knew he belonged to Sasha, even if some days he 


worried he wouldn't be able to keep the vampire satisfied 
through centuries of life. Hell, before meeting the 
dominating man, he'd barely been able to keep a guy 
interested in a second date. 

A hard kiss from Sasha's hot, possessive mouth 
provided the further reassurance he needed. 

"Don't be foolish, my sun. There is nothing to worry 
about. This is Samhain, the most sacred day for vampires. 
The only day of the year we can communicate with our 
dead to receive advice and prophecy." Sasha made it sound 
like a positive thing, but frankly the whole idea creeped 
Randy out. 

He couldn't think of a single reason he wanted to talk 
to the dead, but one look at his lover's expression, and he 
knew he had to go. It would look bad if Sasha's pet didn't 
attend, especially since the vampire had announced the 
upcoming ceremony to give Randy his collar. As it was, 
Sasha choosing a mere human as his permanent mate had 
more than one vampire doubting the wisdom of their 
leader's choice. 

"Having the opportunity to talk to ghosts doesn't 
really doesn't make me want to go," Randy confessed. 

Sasha's pale eyes glowed with amusement. "Am I 
going to have to drag you to the ceremony naked?" He slid 
off the bed and flipped back the covers. "I don't have any 
objection to your nudity, however all the people I'll have to 
kill for seeing your naked body might bother you. As a 


future doctor, aren't you supposed to do your best to save 
lives?" 

Randy shrugged. "It would give you more people to 
talk to on the other side. I'm just doing my part for the 
ceremony." He gave Sasha an innocent look through his 
lashes, knowing that particular expression excited his lover. 

With a growl, the vampire crawled back up on the bed 
and pressed his larger frame onto Randy's. Sasha hadn't 
put on a shirt, and Randy gasped as their bare chests 
brushed together. 

Bingo! 

Sasha nipped at Randy's neck. He barely paid 
attention to his lover's words as the vampire nuzzled and 
nipped at his flesh. 

"Oh, right there," he murmured. 

Sasha chuckled against Randy's throat, sending 
shivers throughout Randy's body. A second later, a 
smacking kiss on his lips told Randy their interlude was 
over. Sasha slid off the bed again. 

“You worry too much, my love. It's not as if you have to 
talk to the spirits yourself. You don't have that skill. It takes 
many years of training and an inherent ability for magic to 
speak to the dead. I've invited a well-known necromancer 
to act as the facilitator. She's the only one who will actually 
be able to talk to the dead. Now get your cute ass dressed 
in the outfit I bought you. " 

Randy sighed and climbed off the bed to stand next to 
Sasha. His new outfit was one of the many reasons he 


didn't want to go. He couldn't seem to find the right words 
to convince Sasha that he wasn't the type to successfully 
pull off the leather pants look. Unlike the gorgeous vampire 
standing before him, he didn't exude sex appeal. He was 
just Randall Stewart, an awkward medical student lucky 
enough to have the sexiest man on the planet as his mate. 

"That's not true, my love." Sasha leaned forward and 
placed a soft kiss behind Randy's ear, which immediately 
sent tingles up and down his spine. He made a soft sound 
as he melted against his vampire. Sasha wrapped his arms 
around Randy, easily supporting his weight. "I think you are 
the sexiest man on the planet." 

Randy sighed. He craved Sasha like a drug. Every 
morning he forced himself to get out of bed and leave 
Sasha's side. Each time the act took more effort. If he 
didn't want to be a doctor so badly, he'd stay snuggled next 
to his vampire mate, forever. 

“Tempting, but then we'd miss the ceremony," Sasha 
responded. 

“That was kind of the point." Randy smiled. 

Sasha smacked Randy's ass. "Get dressed." 

He made sure Sasha saw his pout before he crammed 
his body into the tight leather pants and slid the zipper up 
with special care. The unforgiving fit didn't allow space for 
underwear. 

Looking up, he caught Sasha licking his lips. "Forget 
about it," he warned. "I'm not getting out of these pants 


until after the ceremony, and even then it might take a shoe 
horn and two of your strongest guards." 

Sasha laughed. The vampire smiled more these days, 
especially after Randy had permanently moved in with him. 
Even with Sasha's brother, Ustin, still on the loose, the 
vampire relaxed more now than when Randy first met him. 
Sasha claimed it was because he'd found his mate. Smooth 
talker. 

The ruby flashed on Randy's finger as he slipped on 
his shirt and fiddled with the buttons. He paused to admire 
the ring. He'd tried to return it several times after finding 
out it had belonged to Sasha's father. However, his lover 
only took it back to have it resized before sliding it back 
onto Randy's finger. 

He'd given up. He realized he couldn't out-stubborn a 
vampire. They had all the time in the world to argue. He 
yanked on his favorite boots. They were comfortable and 
turned Sasha on whenever he wore them. Something about 
giving him a badass edge. 

"Come, pet, let's show everyone how beautiful you 
are." 

Randy rolled his eyes as he followed his mate out of 
their rooms. 

Yeah, he was the beautiful one. He shook his head at 
Sasha's blindness. 

"I can hear your thoughts, my sun. Didn't I tell you 
how beautiful you were?" 


"Yep. I'm a beauty." He resisted the urge to laugh. As 
long as Sasha found him attractive, that was the important 
thing. 

"I am the envy of my clan," Sasha insisted. "No one 
has a lover as smart and as wonderful as mine." 

"Not that you're biased or anything." Randy gave a 
snort of laughter. No one could persuade Sasha that Randy 
was less than perfect, even though several people had 
tried. He'd heard them in the club as they pretended he 
didn't exist and tried to sweet talk their way into his lover's 
bed. Although it annoyed Randy, he didn't feel threatened. 
If Sasha didn't want Randy anymore, he'd tell him, but he 
wouldn't do it by taking someone else to his bed. 

As they stepped out into the hall, Randy's shoulders 
started to itch. "Do they have to follow me everywhere?" 

"Who?" Sasha didn't even turn to acknowledge his 
sulky question. 

"The fae you have stalking me. Just because they're 
invisible doesn't mean I can't feel them." 

Sasha stopped and turned to stare at Randy. Randy 
shifted uncomfortably beneath his searching gaze. 

“Have you always been able to sense your guards?" 

Randy shook his head. "Only the past few weeks." 
Believing it was his connection with Sasha that heightened 
his senses, Randy hadn't bothered mentioning it before. 
Based on Sasha's expression, perhaps he'd been wrong. 

"We didn't know you could feel us." 


The fae materialized in the hallway and gave Randy 
the same searching gaze his mate had just gifted him with. 
The fae guards, Rael and Vallin, towered over Randy as 
their transparent wings glowed under the dim lights. 

"I didn't used to be able to, but the last few weeks I 
can tell if you're around." 

"We will revisit this development after the ceremony," 
Sasha said. He wrapped an arm around Randy, pulled him 
closer and away from the fae, only to have a white wolf trot 
up to them. 

"Hey, Dustin, you coming to the ceremony?" Randy 
asked the shifter. 

The wolf barked. 

"Cute." Sasha glared at the wolf. "You know the only 
reason I'm letting you attend is because you are the 
protector of my sun." He turned to the fae. "You two might 
as well go home. You won't be needed. There are enough 
vampires to protect my lover without your help." 

"As you wish." Vallin bowed before vanishing, as did 
Rael. Randy frowned at the empty space. His back still 
twitched madly. The fae hadn't left despite their agreement, 
but if they wanted to attend the Samhain spooky 
celebration, who was he to rat them out? Sasha had made 
an agreement with the Unseelie to watch over Randy, but 
the vampire couldn't really control them. The fae were a 
wild breed and always did as they wished. As long as they 
stayed within the guidelines of their contract, Sasha didn't 
complain. 


Shaking his head at the two men so they knew he was 
aware of their presence, Randy followed Sasha out of the 
club and into the building next door. Apparently really big 
ceremonies now took place there. This was Randy's first 
time at the warehouse Sasha had renovated. His lover had 
wanted it to be a surprise. The construction crew had 
barely finished two days before the scheduled ceremony. 
They cut the timeline so close Randy thought Sasha was 
going to have kittens. Big saber-toothed ones that spit 
flames. 

Sasha opened the door for Randy and Dustin to pass 
through, taking the lead again once they all entered. 
Randy's booted feet immediately sank into the soft wool 
rugs covering the floor. Dozens of elegant chairs, couches 
and tables littered the cavernous interior, and most of them 
contained a vampire or two. Some sat with their human 
pets by their chairs, others sat alone. 

All the furniture looked antique, as did the elaborate 
chandeliers hanging from the rafters. Only the open beams 
above him and the sheer size of the space told Randy this 
had once been a warehouse. The entire building looked 
rich, elegant and over-the-top luxurious. It suited Sasha 
perfectly. Randy played with the ruby on his finger as he 
followed his mate across the floor. 

Looking around, he noticed someone had pulled a 
group of chairs into a circle leaving an exposed piece of 
flooring in the middle. Within that circle was another one 
created with what looked like salt. 


Why salt? 

Sasha turned to Randy, wrapped his arm around 
Randy's waist, and pulled him closer. "We need to contain 
the spirits once we call them. With the salt circle, we can 
communicate with the dead without setting them free." 

Randy nodded as if it was perfectly acceptable to want 
to talk to dead people. He preferred his dead to stay dead 
and gone, thank you very much. He stuck by his initial 
assessment of the ceremony—creepy. 

Sasha greeted people as they passed, never letting go 
of Randy the entire time. Randy jumped when a brush of 
fur slid across his fingers, startling him for a moment. He'd 
forgotten the shifter had tagged along. With a relieved 
sigh, he sank his fingers into the wolf's thick coat. Being 
kidnapped together had made them close friends. Randy 
knew Dustin had only come to the ceremony to calm 
Randy's nerves and for support, not because the shifter 
really wanted or needed to attend. 

Randy scanned the room quickly, careful to avoid 
meeting any vampire's eyes and risk offending someone. 
He didn't see Dustin's mate, Lewis. Since their abduction, 
the beta of Dustin's pack had made it his goal to stick close 
to the small wolf shifter. It made for some interesting 
encounters. Dustin wasn't particularly happy with the 
attention, or at least he pretended not to be. However, 
Randy had caught Dustin giving the larger shifter wistful 
glances when the other man wasn't looking. He still hadn't 
asked Dustin the details of their history. From the few 


encounters he'd witnessed between them, he could see 
Dustin couldn't or wouldn't get past it to pursue their 
relationship. 

Sasha took his seat in the largest chair in the circle 
and pointed to the purple velvet-covered pillow by his side. 
That was one thing Randy still hadn't gotten used to yet. 
Vampires considered humans pets, and, as such, seated 
them on pillows on the floor. Although Randy knew Sasha 
considered him more of a partner than a possession, it 
would reflect poorly on Sasha to break tradition and have a 
human sit beside him in a chair. 

Randy didn't mind too much, and he hated to make 
waves. Besides, they rarely attended formal events, and 
when they were alone, Randy sat on the furniture like 
anyone else. Randy settled on his knees beside Sasha's 
chair without comment. He let out a sigh when Sasha sank 
his fingers into his hair and stroked his head. 

"Is everything prepared?" Sasha asked Tian, his right- 
hand man, as he approached. Dressed entirely in black with 
his silver hair pulled up and away from his face, the elegant 
vampire looked sterner than usual. Tian was one of the few 
vampires, besides Liam, Randy felt comfortable around. 
The others always looked at him as if wondering if he could 
become their next meal. Sasha's bragging about the divine 
flavor of Randy's blood didn't help his nervousness either. 
He missed Liam. The man's sense of humor would've 
helped settle Randy's nerves, but the vampire had gone out 


of town to visit friends and was celebrating Samhain with 
them. 

Tian raised a brow. "The necromancer is already 
here." He beckoned to someone behind him. A figure in 
black separated from the shadows on the wall and 
approached. Randy hadn't seen her when they first entered 
the building, and from her appearance, he could see why. 

Her entire outfit was as black as the night sky while 
her shadow-colored hair fell to her waist and emphasized 
her ghost-pale skin. The gaze she turned towards Randy 
made his stomach churn. Her eyes were entirely black with 
no whites at all. Spooky. So far, nothing had changed his 
expectations about this night. It had all the hallmarks of a 
horror story. 

Sasha stood and slid a hand beneath Randy's arm to 
help him up also. After making sure Randy was steady on 
his feet, Sasha faced the necromancer. 

With a graceful bow, Sasha took her hand and lifted it 
to his lips. 

"So nice to see you again, Stella." 

The necromancer gave him a cool smile. "Always a 
delight, Sasha." 

Sasha released her hand and wrapped an arm around 
Randy's waist in a show of possessiveness. "This is my 
mate, Randall Stewart. Randy, this is Stella Nallen, one of 
the foremost necromancers in the country." 


"Nice to meet you." Randy gave a polite smile but 


didn't offer his hand. Sasha didn't like it when strangers 


touched him. 

The necromancer took in Sasha's protective stance 
and gave Randy a short bow of acknowledgement before 
turning back to Sasha. "I am ready whenever you are." 

"Excellent." 

Sasha lifted a hand, and the crowd fell silent. 
“Welcome everyone and thank you for coming to celebrate 
Samhain with us. We are delighted to have Stella Nallen to 
help us with our celebration this evening. If you want to 
speak to a particular spirit, please come sit in one of the 
chairs by the salt circle and Stella will take your requests 
when she is ready. We will begin soon." 

Randy peeked at the necromancer from beneath his 
lashes. He'd learned not to look at vampires directly. They 
either took direct eye contact as a challenge or an 
invitation. Were necromancers vampires? He didn't know 
anything about necromancers, and from her appearance, 
he didn't wish to learn more. 

She fiddled with something in her hand as she moved 
around the circle. Randy noticed her sending him looks 
from time to time. Finally Sasha spoke up. 

"Is there a problem?" Sasha asked, his voice cool and 
firm. 

"I was looking at your pet. He's a vibrant creature, 
isn't he?" 

“Yes. Randy is my sun." 

"Oh, I hadn't heard." Surprise laced the necromancer's 
voice along with something else, maybe a touch of envy. 


"I am very lucky," Sasha purred. Randy could feel the 
vampire's eyes on him as warmth filled his chest. Sasha 
never resisted the temptation to point out how wonderful 
he found Randy. Sometimes it became embarrassing. 

"I had hoped you'd share your boy, but I see now that 
is out of the question." Randy hoped he hid his relief. He 
didn't want to offend, but the thought of her touching him 
made Randy want to throw up. 

"No. I don't share Randy, ever." Sasha's tone left no 
room for any misunderstanding. 

The necromancer sighed. "I figured not. Never mind. 
I'll find someone else to help open the ceremony." 

Confused, Randy spoke up. "What did you need me 
for?" 

"I use a drop of human blood to spark the circle and 
activate the protection shield. Vampire blood doesn't have 
enough life essence." 

“How do you get at it?" He shuddered at the thought 
of her mouth coming anywhere near him. 

She held up a pocketknife she'd concealed in her 
hand. 

Randy took a deep breath. "I can do that." By 
volunteering, he hoped Sasha would at least feel Randy 
wanted to participate in the ceremony. Well, the leather 
pants should've really been concession enough, but 
Samhain was important to Sasha, and Randy didn't want to 
put a damper on his vampire's spooky bonding with spirits. 
He had years of enduring this day ahead of him. He'd best 


begin how he planned to continue. Even though vampires 
as a whole considered Randy the lesser of their pairing, he 
knew Sasha wanted them to be as equal as possible. Part of 
that equality consisted of Randy manning up and taking on 
some responsibility. This looked like a good place to start. 

"Are you sure?" Sasha gripped Randy's chin and 
forced him to look into the vampire's eyes. "You don't have 
to, my love." 

Sasha's concerned expression melted Randy's heart. 

"I want to do this for you," he insisted. 

The brilliant smile he received told Randy he'd made 
the right decision. "Very well, but I will be the one who 
deprives you of your drop of blood." 

Randy looked down quickly so Sasha didn't see his 
smile. Although he donated blood to Sasha all the time, his 
vampire lover obsessed about every drop. 

Sasha looked over at Nallen. "Are you ready?" 

Nallen pulled a long red crystal out of her pocket. 
Randy whimsically thought it looked like a wand. Muttering 
some sort of gibberish he didn't understand, Stella held the 
crystal above the salt circle. The stone made a soft hum 
and glowed like trapped fire. "I'm ready when you are." 

Sasha took Randy's hand and held it to his mouth. A 
fang slid out of the vampire's gums and sliced through 
Randy's fingertip. He sucked in his breath at the sting. 
When Sasha bit his neck, it was all pheromones, sex, and 
orgasm. Biting his finger actually hurt. Holding Randy's 


hand over the circle, Sasha squeezed until two drops fell 
upon the salt. 

Ouch! 

Nallen muttered a few more words, and a soft 
whooshing sound filled the air. Red flames lit the circle, 
flashing up six feet before settling down to a low two-foot 
barrier. 

"Wow," he whispered looking at the glowing lights. If 
he didn't know they'd made it to keep spirits inside, Randy 
would've thought it a pretty sight. As it was, he tensed at 
the thought of a circle filled with ghosts. 

"Easy, my lover. You'll be perfectly safe," Sasha said in 
a low voice right into Randy's ear. He doubted anyone else 
could hear the vampire. 

Nallen gave Randy an appraising look. "I should take 
you with me everywhere. I don't think I've ever had such a 
strong circle before." 

Sasha held up Randy's finger and licked the wound. It 
stopped bleeding immediately as the wound vanished. He 
wrapped a protective arm around Randy before addressing 
the necromancer. 

"Then consider yourself lucky to have this one time. 
My lover isn't available for lease." 

Randy turned his head again to hide his smile. Sasha 
didn't know the meaning of subtle. Looking around, he 
noticed Dustin had settled at the back of the room to guard 
the door. No one was going to sneak into the warehouse 
with the guard wolf on duty. Not to mention, the itching 


hadn't left Randy's back. The fae had to be close. He 
wondered if they'd come to speak to one of their own. After 
all, he didn't know much about Unseelie beliefs in the 
afterlife. He turned his attention back to the necromancer 
as she spoke to the empty circle. 

"People of the Otherworld, I beseech you to come and 
speak with us. To communicate with the ones you've left 
behind. To share with us your knowledge and answer the 
questions that plague the living." 

Randy's mouth dried in terror as misty forms drifted 
out of the floor. The spirits oozed from its depths like a 
monster rising out of the sea. Randy forgot how to breathe. 

Oh, fuck. 

Sasha pulled him closer. "Be calm, my sun. They mean 
you no harm." 

"Uh huh." Why did he not believe that? He needed to 
get the hell out of there, but his feet were frozen to the 
floor like heavy blocks of ice. As the mist started to 
separate and form into bodies, Randy's fear escalated. His 
hands trembled, and his spine turned to a mass of jelly. 

Surely no one would notice if he broke free and slunk 
out of the warehouse. Well, no one besides Sasha. He was 
almost positive his lover would eventually relent and give 
him his collar anyway, probably, maybe. Hell, he wasn't 
sure he even cared at this point if it meant getting away 
from the spirits forming in the circle. 

One face in particular caught his attention, probably 
because of its eerie resemblance to Randy's father. For a 


brief moment, he felt an insane urge to call his mother to 
find out if his father was still among the living. Surely she 
would've called Randy if he'd died. He might not see eye to 
eye on everything with his parents, but they hadn't 
completely abandoned him. It wasn't until the man became 
clearer and wings formed on his back that Randy realized 
this wasn't his farmer dad. The man stood proud and 
strong, his body growing more and more real before 
Randy's fascinated gaze until only a faint silver glow 
identified him as a spirit instead of one of the living. A 
crown perched on the man's head, a subtle circlet 
proclaiming him someone important. Someone used to 
having others do his bidding. 

Only the wings stopped Randy from proclaiming the 
man kin. Well, the wings and the fact that the dead king 
scared the piss out of him. When their eyes met, he gave a 
gasp, letting out the breath he'd unintentionally held in 
when the spirits began to arrive. 

Randy heard people muttering around him, but it 
sounded more like a sea of noise than identifiable words. 
The room spun slightly but steadied when Sasha pulled 
Randy closer to his side. 

"Easy, love." 

Randy straightened. He wasn't a too-stupid-to-live 
heroine who needed her strong man to rescue her. Shaking 
his head at his idiocy, he pulled slightly away from his lover, 
giving Sasha a reassuring nod he didn't entirely feel. He 
also emptied his thoughts so his friendly neighborhood 


vampire mind reader wouldn't know he was completely 
freaked out. Sasha had enough to deal with without his 
lover having a meltdown. Like he kept telling his parents, 
Randy was now an adult, and it was time to act like one. 

His gaze dragged back to the spirit of the king, oddly 
fascinated by the dead man. Even though dozens of others 
floated past, Randy didn't pay them any attention. His 
analytical mind tried to determine who the man might have 
been while living, and how long ago he'd died. The fae lived 
for centuries, but according to his bodyguards, they 
weren't always the most current dressers at court. That 
placed the man's death anywhere between hundreds of 
years to today. 

Sasha spoke, breaking into his thoughts. "I've got to 
go deal with idiots fighting over who goes first. Will you be 
all right by yourself?" 

"Of course." 

Nope, no how. Not in the least. 

As Sasha smiled at him, Randy realized how far he'd 
come in blocking his lover's mind reading. 

"I'll be fine," he insisted when it looked as if Sasha 
wasn't going to move from his side. 

He watched with amusement as Sasha beckoned 
Dustin from his post by the door. The wolf walked up and 
gave Sasha a puppy dog head tilt. Randy snickered. Dustin 
could speak into a person's mind if he felt inclined, but 
most of the time, he made other people work for it. 


"Watch my mate!" Sasha demanded. With a kiss on 
Randy's forehead and a nod to the shifter, Sasha left the 
pair. 

"I guess it's you and me. You can guard me against 
psycho spirits, and I'll keep an eye out for Lewis." 

Dustin gave a soft disparaging snort, quite expressive 
for a canine. 

The wolf pack's beta made a habit out of surprising 
Dustin with his presence, whether Dustin wanted him 
around or not. They were supposedly mates, but Dustin 
fought the bonding to keep his autonomy. Randy sort of 
understood the stubborn werekin's point of view, but he 
never said it out loud. He didn't want to be fodder for one 
of the shifters' famous arguments. 

The house vamps had a pool going on how long it 
would take Dustin to give in. So far Randy had refused all 
offers to enter his stake. He thought it was bad karma to 
bet on other people's relationships, and negative energy 
had a way of biting you in the ass. He gave Dustin a 
friendly pat before looking back towards the circle. 

“Damn, I have to remember to stop doing that," he 
muttered. 

Since Dustin had acted as Randy's pet when they'd 
first met, he still had the tendency to pet the shifter or 
scratch him behind the ears. Dustin didn't mind, but Randy 
knew both of their mates certainly did. Although it was 
Sasha's fault Randy occasionally still thought of Dustin as a 


pet, he didn't want to anger Lewis and start a shifter- 
vampire war. 

Randy gave a start as he looked back to find the spirit 
king's eyes on him. With an eerie smile, the king brushed 
past the others and floated to stand in front of Randy. Only 
the glowing circle gave Randy any sense of protection 
against the ghost who stood as close as possible to the 
bordering flames. 

"Good evening, child of mine." 

Randy jerked back, startled at the voice in his head. 
"I'm not your child," Randy replied stepping away from the 
circle, certain it was the man before him talking. 

"Not directly, but you are definitely one of my 
descendants." He tilted his head as he examined Randy. 
"Mostly watered-down human, but not without 
redemption." 

Randy took a step back, almost certain he didn't wish 
to be redeemed, especially not if it meant coming to the 
attention of the crowned spirit. Looking around, he saw the 
necromancer on the other side of the circle, paying no 
attention to him. She'd be no help. 

He turned to seek out Sasha. 

His lover stood between two vamps who glared at 
each other, each looking ready to rip the other's throat out. 
Randy sighed. His mate would be no help. 

"Is there a problem?" The necromancer drifted 
forward, her feet hidden by the long dress she wore. For a 
moment he felt a mad urge to see if she actually had feet. 


“You're sure they can't get out of there?" Randy asked 
with an eye on the spirits. 

"Of course I'm sure." She turned to the spirits with a 
proud expression on her face. Randy could tell she liked 
her job, but then if your job entailed raising the dead, there 
were probably few perks. She gave Randy what she 
probably thought was a friendly smile, but it made an 
iceberg lodge in his chest. "If you tell me your question, I 
can pose it to the spirits." 

"Um, why can't I talk to them myself?" Randy 
wondered if he'd committed some sort of supernatural faux 
pas by talking to the king. Was it bad manners to talk to 
them directly? 

Stella laughed, a surprisingly appealing sound from 
such a scary-looking woman. "Because only necromancers 
can talk to spirits." She patted him on the shoulder like a 
not-too-bright child. Dustin growled and bared his teeth. 

The necromancer snatched her hand back. "Sasha 
does keep you on a tight leash, doesn't he?" 

"Yep." 

Randy had no problem being watched over. He'd 
already been captured once, and Ustin, Sasha's psychotic 
brother, still hadn't been found. If Sasha wanted Randy 
guarded, he didn't have any objections at all. 

"She's an idiot." The fae king's dry voice made Randy 
hold back a snort of laughter. There really wasn't anything 
funny about the situation, since apparently, he wasn't 
supposed to understand the ghosts. 


The necromancer turned her freaky eyes towards the 
spirits. She must have said something to the king 
telepathically but Randall only heard the king's reply. 

“Or what?" the fae king taunted. 

Randy didn't particularly like the king's spirit, but the 
ghost did have a point. What could she do? 

The king laughed at something the necromancer said. 
Randy thought the spirit was going to rat him out as the 
ghost glanced over at him. 

At that moment Sasha returned to Randy's side. 

"Miss me?" he asked. 

"Of course." Usually Randy would've teased Sasha, but 
with the ghost and necromancer looking on, he really had 
missed the presence of his lover. Sasha made him feel safe. 

Stella broke into Randy's thoughts. "Are you ready to 
speak to the spirits, dear Sasha?" 

Sasha nodded and, with his arm around Randy, turned 
to address the crowd. "Thank you to everyone for coming 
today. After you've had a chance to commune with your 
spirits, I hope you'll stay and watch the bonding between 
my pet and myself." 

A warm glow filled Randy as he saw the adoration in 
Sasha's eyes. 

"Aww, isn't he cute?" Randy ignored the dead king's 
sarcastic tone and smiled at his lover. As much as he 
wanted to receive Sasha's collar, he really wanted to get 
the hell out of the freaky building with its scary ghost 
circle. 


Sasha rubbed Randy's back as if he knew Randy's 
nerves were shot. "In a few hours we can be out of here 
and enjoy our newly sanctioned relationship together." 

Randy knew he would clutch onto those words to get 
through the evening. 


CHAPTER TWO 


Randy spent the next two hours watching vampires 
talk to their dead friends, relatives, and, for all he knew, 
brief acquaintances until another scuffle between two 
vampires over the necromancer's services pulled Sasha 
from his side. 

So many vampires could only get along for a short 
period of time before territorial instincts took over. 
However, if anyone was going to have a problem, he 
would've thought it would be Sasha. The man's 
possessiveness made more than one vampire reassess his 
need to stand so close to Randy. 

"T'll be right back, love. Stay right here." 

As soon as Sasha walked away, the fae king drifted 
closer. 

"Thanks for not saying anything," Randy told the 
spirit. He suspected the necromancer knew he could talk to 
the dead. He'd felt her eyes on him the entire evening. At 
least he kind of hoped that was why she stared at him. 

"No problem. Even if I told her the necromancer 
wouldn't tell anyone. Her career depends on a monopoly on 
talking with the dead." 

"True." Randy hadn't thought of it that way. 

"I need you to do me a little favor, grandchild." The 
spirit gave Randy a sly smile he didn't trust. 

"I'm not your grandchild." His protest sounded weak 
even to his own ears, especially when the fae king looked 


so much like him, despite Randy's lack of wings. "And who 
are you anyway?" He winced at his disrespectful tone. Even 
though the guy was dead, Randy knew he should be more 
courteous, especially if he were some kind of ancestor. 

"My name is King Drein, leader of the Unseelie, and I 
need you to take a message to my wife." 

"All right." After all, how much trouble could a 
message be? He'd pass it on to his fae bodyguards, and 
they could take it to the queen. Randy wondered how long 
ago Drein had been king. As far as he knew, a queen and 
her consort now sat on the fae throne. Not that he had 
intimate knowledge of fae politics, but he'd heard his 
bodyguards speaking of their rulers from time to time and 
never in flattering terms. For some reason it hadn't 
occurred to Randy that the spirit king might still have 
living relatives. Stupid of him since the fae were long-lived. 

"What's the message?" 

The king glanced around nervously. “Come a little 
closer." 

Looking back at the episode later, Randy knew he 
should've paid better attention to where he was going. As 
he stepped closer, he tripped over Dustin's tail and tumbled 
across the barrier. 

"Gotcha!" The triumph in the king's eyes struck fear in 
Randy's heart as he realized he'd passed the barrier. The 
room spun, and before he could figure out what was 
happening, the room went black. 
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Randy woke to the soft clink of dishes. Blinking to 
clear his vision, he smiled when Dustin came into focus. In 
human form, the shifter stood barely taller than Randy, a 
far cry from the usual six-foot height of most werekin. 
There was no getting around it; Dustin epitomized cute. Of 
course telling Dustin he was adorable would sign Randy's 
death warrant. Instead, Randy diligently avoided any 
conversations involving height. 

"Hey, wolf man." 

"You're awake." A wide smile crossed Dustin's face. 

"What happened?" The memory of mocking silvery- 
gold eyes flashed through his head, which didn't make any 
sense. He didn't know anyone with eyes that color. 

Dustin gave him a guilty look. "You tripped over my 
tail, stumbled against the containment field, then passed 
out. Sasha thinks it's because you're—" Dustin set down the 
tray on a side table so he could move his fingers into air 
quotes "—psychically sensitive. I think you just like the 
attention." 

Randy laughed. "Yeah, that's because it looks so cool 
when I faint at an event, especially when I'm supposed to 
be collared." Randy felt a pang in his heart at missing his 
formal bonding with Sasha. He hadn't looked forward to 
the ghost thing, but he'd wanted to wear his vampire's 


mark of ownership. Of course he couldn't wear it to the 


hospital, but he could leave it around his neck whenever he 
was with Sasha. 

Dustin laughed. "You'll be lucky if Sasha doesn't chain 
you to the bed to keep you out of trouble. You scared the 
crap out of him." 

Randy's body immediately responded to the idea of 
being tied up by his lover. He tried to wiggle discreetly 
beneath the blankets as his cock hardened in delight. 

Dustin's nose twitched, and a wide smile crossed his 
handsome face. 

"Oh, shut up!" Randy would've thrown his pillow at the 
shifter, but he didn't want to hit his breakfast tray. His 
stomach grumbled even though his head felt foggy. He 
wondered if he had a head cold coming on. Strange, since 
he hadn't gotten sick since he started giving Sasha blood. 
His lover told him a vampire bite injected healing enzymes 
into the blood stream, eradicating most of a human's 
susceptibility to illness. After faithfully feeding Sasha for 
months, why would he start to get sick now? 

"I've got some juice and a delicious omelet." Dustin 
lifted the silver cover off the plate, exposing a perfect 
spinach and feta egg dish. 

Randy shook his head. "The omelet looks good, but I 
can't have the juice. It'll shoot my sugar levels up too high." 

"Ah. I'll tell the cook. She probably just forgot. I've got 
some water here too. Sasha thought you might be 
dehydrated." 


"I am." Now that he mentioned it, Randy's throat was 
incredibly dry. "How long was I asleep?" 

"About three hours. 

Randy looked over at the clock. "Damn, I need to get 
going." The main problem with having a relationship with a 
vampire was the hours. Some days Randy only got a few 
minutes of sleep. Luckily, his class didn't start for another 
hour, but he still needed to dress and travel to the 
university. 

"Don't worry. I got you excused from your classes for 
the day." 

Randy started to get out of bed. "I can't afford to have 
too many absences. I don't want my grades to slip before I 
apply for residency." Randy had spent considerable time 
and effort making sure he had everything lined up perfectly 
for his next level of training. He didn't want to ruin it all 
because he took the wrong day off. 

Dustin gripped Randy's shoulder, holding him still. 
"You can miss one day. I called you in sick, and you haven't 
used any of your sick days yet. Besides, I downloaded all 
your class notes online to your tablet." 

"When did I get a tablet?" Randy glanced at the shiny 
device on the table. 

"Surprise!" When Randy didn't respond, Dustin 
sighed. "Fine, I felt really guilty for tripping you, and I had 
Sasha give it to you a little early. I know how much you like 
techie toys, and he'd already bought it and was waiting for 
the right time." 


Randy smiled. "It wasn't your fault I didn't look where 
I was going, but I do appreciate the gesture." Dustin was 
right; he did love electronics even if he couldn't usually 
afford them. 

"Finish your breakfast and you can play with your new 
device." 

"Okay." It was a delicate balancing act between 
staying in medical school and pleasing Sasha. He knew the 
vampire would be perfectly fine if Randy decided to drop 
out of medical school entirely, but he hadn't worked this 
hard to dump it all, even for his one true love. Besides, 
deep down, he sometimes worried his vampire would 
eventually tire of having a human lover, and then where 
would Randy be? He scooted back against the pillow and 
let Dustin put the tray across his lap. The werekin lifted the 
juice off the tray and drank it in a series of quick swallows. 

"I didn't want you to be tempted." 

"Considerate of you." Randy rolled his eyes as Dustin 
polished off the juice. 

"That's what I thought too." Dustin climbed onto the 
bed to sit beside him but stayed on top of the covers. 
"Those ghosts were creepy, weren't they?" 

Randy nodded. "But not as much as the necromancer. 
What happened when I fell? Did it ruin the ceremony?" 

“Nope. Sasha scooped you up, the scary necromancer 
chick fixed the salt, and they all continued on with their 
weird celebration." 


"Good. It's bad enough I missed my collaring; I didn't 
want to ruin Sasha's reputation too. I have a feeling I do 
enough damage during my regular days." 

He felt comfortable confiding in Dustin about his 
fears. The werekin didn't mind that Randy didn't have the 
bravery of a shifter or the cool indifference of a vamp. 
Dustin liked Randy because they'd survived a psychotic 
vamp together. Randy also supported Dustin's wish to 
choose his own time to claim his mate instead of being 
ordered about by his hormones or other  werekins' 
expectations. 

"Thanks." Randy took a bite of the omelet and made a 
soft hum as the taste of eggy deliciousness slid across his 
taste buds. Swallowing, he gave Dustin a smile. "That's 
really good." 

Dustin nodded. "I don't know where Sasha found her, 
but she also makes an amazing steak." 

Randy shook his head at his friend's diet. Steak was 
Dustin's primary food group. Randy polished off his omelet 
while Dustin chatted away about pack life. The door opened 
abruptly, and Lewis Reynolds, beta wolf of Dustin's pack 
and Dustin's fated mate, glared at the shifter by Randy's 
side. 

"Is there a reason you're in bed with Sasha's mate?" 
the beta wolf growled. 

"We're just sharing a post-coital omelet," Dustin said 
in a sweet voice. Randy turned his head in time to see the 
irrepressible man flutter his eyes at Lewis. He took another 


bite of his eggs to keep his mouth occupied and out of the 
conversation. He didn't want to become the focus of 
werekin ire, even though he knew neither man would ever 
intentionally hurt him. 

Lewis gave a low growl. "Enough of your nonsense. 
There's a pack meeting tonight." 

Randy saw the flash of hurt in Dustin's eyes and 
wanted to strangle Lewis for trying to subdue the sweet 
man. Dustin slid off the bed and restlessly straightened the 
covers where he'd sat. "You going to be okay?" 

Randy didn't feel the tingle indicating the presence of 
his fae bodyguards or anyone else nearby. Absolutely no 
one would be there watching his every move. A strangely 
liberating moment. "I'll be fine." 

Dustin walked around the bed and gave Randy an 
affectionate kiss on his cheek, ignoring Lewis's growl. 
Randy wondered how long Dustin would make Lewis chase 
him before he gave in. If it were him, he'd make the growly 
werekin work harder to win him. 

"Take care. Sasha is in a meeting, but he said he'd 
come find you when you woke up. I'll let him know you're 
awake before I go." 

"Thanks." Randy never liked bothering Sasha at work. 
He always felt as if he were intruding, even though Sasha 
told him to never hesitate to call. 

As soon as the werekin left, Randy let out a soft sigh. 
It had been forever since he'd been alone. Between the fae, 


the werekin, and the vampires watching him all the time, 
Randy enjoyed his small moment of peace. 

Sighing, he set the tray with his empty plate on the 
table beside him. Sliding out of bed, he pulled on his 
favorite pair of soft jeans and a long-sleeved t-shirt and 
grabbed the textbook he needed to study. It wasn't until he 
climbed back onto the bed and wiggled into the perfect 
position that he remembered the electronic tablet. 

"Damn." He could even see the dratted thing taunting 
him with its coolness. Too bad he didn't have magical 
powers. "Use the force, Randy, use the force." Making 
spooky music, he wiggled his fingers at it. The tablet flew 
across the room and smacked into his palm. "Shit!" He 
dropped the device. 

He thought he heard soft laughter. Looking around the 
room, he didn't see anyone else there. Randy lay on his 
stomach and wiggled down until he could reach the tablet 
from where it had fallen onto the floor. Of course the 
moment his ass was in the air, Sasha walked through the 
door. 

"Is there a problem, my sweet?" 

Looking up from where he dangled off the edge of the 
bed, Randy promptly tumbled to the floor with a thud. 

Sasha chuckled and closed the door behind him. 

Randy gave a soft sound of surprise when the vampire 
lifted him up and gently deposited him on the bed. 

"You should take better care, dorogoy, darling. You 
could've been injured." 


"Sorry, I didn't mean to land on my head. You startled 
me." 
Not to mention the entire floating tablet thing freaked 

the hell out of me. 

He still hadn't cleared the fuzziness from his head. 
Maybe Dustin had done him a favor in calling him in sick. 

Sasha tilted his head as he scanned Randy's thoughts. 
“You moved something with your mind?" 

Randy nodded. 

He received a soft kiss that inflamed his senses. When 
Sasha kissed him, he always felt consumed and Sasha 
became the sum of his entire world. 

"Mmm." 

Sasha trailed his lips to talk in Randy's ear. "Maybe 
you have latent skills coming forward. Your constant 
proximity to supernatural creatures is bound to have an 
effect." 

"And give me the ability to float stuff?" 

Sasha shrugged. "You never know." 

Randy didn't bother to hide his skepticism, but 
nothing else explained the strange floating tablet. Looking 
into his lover's eyes, guilt struck him over the collaring. 

"I-I'm so sorry I passed out and missed our collaring." 
He knew Sasha had planned the event down to the last 
detail, and Randy had ruined the entire occasion. Some 
days he wondered at what point he would prove to be too 
much work for his dominant lover. 


Sasha cupped Randy's face between his hands. "I will 
never cast you aside, solnyshko moyo, my sun. You are my 
life." 

Randy lifted his face for Sasha's kiss. Never would he 
tire of this man's touch. 

"Why do you have so many clothes on?" Sasha 
grumbled. 

"Sorry. I thought I was going to study." 

"Foolish boy. You should've known I'd be along soon." 

He really should've. Randy never stayed alone for 
long. Before he could offer to remove his clothes, Sasha 
whipped Randy's shirt over his head and tossed it to the 
floor before attacking Randy's pants. 

Within minutes Randy was stripped naked and lying 
on the bed. Sasha quickly removed his own clothes before 
climbing onto the mattress and sliding his naked body 
across Randy's. 

Randy sucked in his breath at the sensation of Sasha's 
bare flesh against his. 

“Much better." The sparkle in Sasha's pale eyes almost 
made Randy want to stay naked for his vampire all the 
time. Almost. 

"Intriguing idea, my sweet, but I'd never get anything 
done." 

Randy's laughter quickly turned to a gasp as Sasha 
scooted down to nibble on his hip. One of his hot spots 
involved the bit of skin stretched across his hipbone and 


Sasha's fangs. Whenever Sasha bit him there, his cock 
leapt in response. 

Sasha's warm breath sent shivers through Randy's 
body. Before he could comment, Sasha impaled Randy's 
skin with his fangs and the world whited-out. 

"Oh my fucking god!" Randy screamed. The simple 
sensation of Sasha's teeth sliding back out and his lover's 
tongue laving the spot to seal the wound almost made him 
explode. 

"Not yet." Sasha's deep voice rolled through him like a 
physical touch. 

Clenching his fists, Randy resisted the almost 
overwhelming urge to grab Sasha and take control, a 
strange need since he always enjoyed Sasha's dominance. 
He also knew grabbing his vampire wouldn't be 
appreciated. Humans didn't act as the aggressor. He 
repeated that thought as Sasha continued to stroke, kiss, 
lick, and pretty much drive Randy out of his freaking mind. 

Finally he couldn't stand it anymore. Something 
snapped inside him, and he couldn't stand being submissive 
any more. With a growl he grabbed the vampire, flipped 
Sasha over onto his back, and plunged his fingers into his 
lover's thick, dark hair. Holding Sasha still, he took control 
of the kiss. 

Paradise. 

Sasha tasted like heat and blood, a strangely addictive 
flavor Randy had long ago associated with his lover. He 
needed more. Licking and nipping at his lover's lips, he 


urged Sasha to open to his demands. A powerful urge 
gripped him to take this man and mark him as his. Sliding 
down his lover's muscular neck, Randy bit the vampire. 

"Randall!" Sasha shouted. 

Wetness spurted between them as Sasha came. The 
smell and feel of his lover's excitement pushed Randy 
quickly to orgasm. 

As they lay panting together, Randy settled his head 
on Sasha's muscled chest. 

“Where did this aggression come from, my love?" 

Randy shook his head. "I don't know." He took a deep 
breath to collect air back into his lungs. "I couldn't resist 
the need to be in control." 

Sasha stroked Randy's head in a long soothing gesture 
that continued down his back. "Shh, you've been under a 
lot of stress lately. Maybe you needed to be in charge of 
something. It isn't usually done between vampires and 
humans, but if it helps you, I will allow you to sometimes 
take a more dominant part in our lovemaking. You must be 
happy, my sweet. It would break me if you left me for 
another." 

"I'm not going anywhere," Randy reassured his lover. 

A loud crack filled the air. 

"Hey!" Randy rubbed his sore ass cheek. 

"In charge doesn't mean you're in control of our 
relationship. Understand?" 

Randy looked up at Sasha through his lashes. "Yes, 
Sasha." 


"Uh huh. Let's take a shower. Someone got me all 
sticky." 

“What inconsiderate bastard did that?" Randy scurried 
off the bed before he could be smacked again. 

After a playful shower resulting in Randy giving his 
insatiable lover a blowjob, the pair snuggled back into bed. 

As Randy cuddled up to his vampire lover, he smiled 
when Sasha's arm went around him. "We are still going to 
have our ceremony. Don't think you've gotten out of it. I will 
declare you mine in front of everyone." 

"Yes, Sasha." 

"And don't go anywhere alone; my brother's back in 
town. He was sighted by some werekin." 

"Yes, Sasha." 

"Uh huh. Why do I think you'll do what you want 
anyway?" 

“Because you're a smart vampire." 

Sasha laughed and pulled Randy closer. "Sleep. I'll 
watch over you." 
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The dream started innocently enough. Randy walked 
through a forest until he wandered into a pretty meadow 
with a circle made of flowers. 

"That's a fairy circle. That's how you'll get me home." 

Randy turned to see a slightly familiar man standing 
behind him. The man had a silvery glow and a crown on his 


head. 

"King Drein." The man's name snapped into his mind 
with startling clarity. How did he know this person? 

"You remembered!" The ghost, at least that's what he 
decided the man must be, smiled at Randy. 

That smile. 

He definitely remembered the man's smile. 

"What did you do to me?" he shouted. 

The king's eyes narrowed. "I've helped you, and now, 
you're going to help me." 

Randy frowned at the king. He worried about where 
this was going. "Why would I help you?" 

“Because if you don't, I'll never leave." 

The fog became thicker as Randy tried to figure out 
where he was. "Why do I care if you never get out of the 
forest?" 

King Drein laughed. "The forest is only a metaphor, my 
sweet, naive friend. This is your mind. You helped me out of 
the circle, and now you are going to take me to my wife. 
She and I have unfinished business." 

The way the king said those words sent a chill through 
Randy. Whatever business the king had with his wife didn't 
sound friendly. 

"What kind of business?" 

“That's between her and I." 

Randy straightened his shoulders and looked the king 
in the eyes. "I might be submissive to my lover, but don't 
take me for an idiot. I'm not going to take you to the fae 


queen without knowing what you want. Not to mention she 
has a new husband. The king might not appreciate your 
ghostly presence." 

“Then they shouldn't have murdered me. Besides, he's 
only a consort, not a true king. Only the first husband of a 
queen can be the king, and I already took that spot. Well, I 
did before my death." 

A chill swept through Randy. Strange, since before 
that moment he hadn't felt any sensation in his dream. 

“You want revenge?" 

"I want justice. I'm not going to cause you any harm as 
long as you do what I say." 

Randy folded his arms across his chest. "What harm 
do you think you can do?" 

The king smirked and imitated Randy's position, 
crossing his arms in direct mimicry. "You don't think you 
moved that computer with your mind, do you?" 

"You?" 

"And taking control in the bedroom. That was all me. 
You're so submissive it's amazing you can stand up without 
your vamp telling you what to do." 

Randy gritted his teeth at the fae king's 
condescending attitude. 

"If I can move a tablet, think about what else I can 
move. The damage I could cause to your unsuspecting 
vampire. I bet Sasha wouldn't expect an attack from his 
sweet sunshine." 

"His sun." 


"What?" 

"I'm his sun, not his sunshine." 

“Whatever. Either way, he's dead if you don't take me 
to my wife." 

Randy closed his eyes to block out the man's smug 
expression. He couldn't think of a way out of this. If he 
didn't do what the man wanted, he would harm Sasha. 
There was no choice. 

"Fine. I'll do what you want. I just have to figure out 
how to get an audience with the queen." 

King Drein smiled. "No problem. Just send word that 
at the Samhain Festival the king gave you some 
information. She won't be able to resist." 

Randy sighed even as he blinked back tears. He knew 
he'd do what the ghost wanted. He couldn't let anyone hurt 
his lover. 

"I'll take care of it." 
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Randy jolted awake with a gasp. Sitting up, he tried to 
focus on the room while taking deep breaths. 

"Shh, honey, it's all right. You're fine." Sasha rubbed 
Randy's back in soothing circles. 

"Sorry. I had a bad dream." 

“What was it about?" 

Randy didn't want to share his dream with Sasha. If he 
told the vampire about the dead king's demands, his take- 


charge lover would want to concentrate on getting the 
spirit out of Randy, possibly becoming injured. If the ghost 
thought Sasha would cause problems, Randy had no doubt 
the king would kill the vampire off. He had to protect 
Sasha. 

Randy applied himself to blocking his mind from his 
lover. A tingling started at the top of his scalp and spread 
until it covered his entire head. 

"Good thinking, boy," the fae king whispered across 
Randy's mind, making him jerk in surprise. 

"Shh. Stop worrying and come back to me." Sasha 
held out his arms. Randy lay back down, snuggled into his 
embrace, and rested his head over Sasha's heart. "That's it. 
Let the bad dreams fade away." 

If only! He hoped his vampire would still be talking to 
him when this whole thing was over. If doing the fae king a 
favor resulted in losing Sasha, Randy would never recover. 


CHAPTER THREE 


Randy woke up the next evening feeling fuzzy headed 

and out of sorts. His hands and feet were clumsy, and he 
felt disconnected from his body, as if it weren't his own. A 
soft woof of complaint alerted him to his companion. Damn, 
he'd need to get back on a daytime schedule soon, 
otherwise he'd never stay awake for his classes. 
“Hey, Dustin." Randy often woke up alone because 
Sasha hit the ground running when he awakened, but his 
lover made it a point to rarely let Randy go to bed without 
him. No matter what he did during the night, Sasha 
dropped everything to hold Randy until he slept. 

Memories came back to Randy in a rush. 

Shit! 

He needed to find Rael and Vallin. They could advise 
him on what to do next. Dressing took more effort than it 
should have as his fingers were clumsy and his head hurt. 
Dustin watched him for a moment, a slow growl building. 

“What's wrong?" Dustin's voice whispered in his mind. 

Randy turned on the shifter. "Stay out of my mind," he 
snarled. 

Dustin shifted into human. "Are you okay? Sasha said 
you were having bad dreams." 

“Nothing's wrong, and I'm tired of everyone tramping 
through my brain like it's a paranormal playground." 

"You know I can't read your mind, right? I mean I can 
send you words, but I can't actually scan you like the 


vamps." 

Randy relaxed. "No, I didn't know that. I thought all 
paranormals could." 

Dustin shook his head. "Only vamps and a few of the 
rarer species that you don't even want to know about." 

He almost asked, but he decided to take the shifter at 
his word. If Dustin thought the others were too scary to 
discuss, he wasn't going to give himself nightmares over 
them. He had enough problems of his own. Taking a deep 
breath, Randy decided to follow his mother's advice and 
“not go borrowing trouble." 

"I'm going to talk to the fae; be good." 

"Fuck that, I'm going with you." 

Faster than two blinks of Randy's eyes, Dustin shifted 
back into a wolf. 

"Ditch the dog!" the voice demanded inside his head. 

"Shut up." 

Dustin barked. 

"Not you," Randy told the wolf. 

Randy yanked open the bedroom door. Hell, his life 
had enough complications without being possessed by a 
king. 

The fae were in the hall, visible for once. 

"Great. I need to talk to your queen." 

They looked at him like he'd lost his marbles. "I don't 
think so," Rael said, folding his arms. "Sasha would rip off 
our balls if we took you to the fae court." 


"And then he'd feed them to the shifters," Vallin 
finished. 

The two fae were like a matched set with their dark 
hair and transparent wings, except Rael had green eyes, a 
small scar on upper cheek, and a ready smile. Vallin had 
brown eyes and always looked as if he longed to pull out his 
sword and smite someone. His expression didn't look like 
he cared who either. 

Randy opened his mouth, and the words that came out 
were not his own. 

“You two have always been idiots," the cold voice said. 
"I told your mothers you'd never be worthy warriors, and I 
find you babysitting a medical student. Have we fae fallen 
so far that we care for the life of one barely fae?" 

The fae soldiers stepped back from Randy's harsh 
words. He saw them exchange a surprised look, but he 
couldn't stop the words coming out of his mouth. 

Randy shouted and screamed inside his mind, but 
everything he did had little effect. The king had taken over, 
and Randy couldn't stop him. Now he knew how puppets 
felt. His body now belonged to a dead monarch, and there 
didn't appear to be anything he could do about it. If the fae 
didn't help him get to the queen, he might never get control 
again. 

Vallin caught on first. "Who are you?" 

"Tam King Drein." 

"Oh fuck." Rael's eyes widened in shock. "That's why 
we were told to attend the ceremony." 


"The seer must've warned them," Vallin agreed. 

Rael stepped forward. Tilting Randy's head, he looked 
into Randy's eyes. 

"Unhand me," he sneered. "You don't touch your king." 

"We do if the king has inhabited the body of a 
vampire's lover. You think the queen is going to take this 
well? Sasha is going to rip you out of there and banish you 
to a hell dimension where they will devour your spirit." 

Randy thought the Unseelie said that with a little too 
much relish. 

Drein sneered. "He isn't going to get the chance 
because you are going to take me home so I can straighten 
a few things out with my wife." 

Vallin shook his head. "I'm sorry, Your Highness. I 
mean no disrespect, but I fear the living more than I fear 
you. If the queen doesn't sentence us to death, Sasha will 
drain our bodies and toss us into the river. Everyone knows 
he'll do anything for his sun." 

"But will he kill you for taking Randy to the fae, or will 
he kill you for letting him die?" 

Before Randy knew he'd moved, the king yanked a 
dagger from Rael's waist sheath and held it to his own 
throat. Inside, he struggled to control his hand, but it was 
no use. The king's will was stronger. 

"I have no fear of death, my soldiers, but you might 
have if I end this one's life." 

The fae guards paled, and Dustin gave a low growl. 


“Now, are you going to take me to the queen or am I to 
assume you don't care about this boy's life?" 

"Put down the dagger and we'll take you." 

"Good. It's nice to see you're not as stupid as I'd 
always assumed." 

Randy really didn't like this guy. The king was the 
worst sort of bully. If he had the freedom to move, he'd kick 
his own ass. 

Dustin growled and started backing up. 

"Oh, no you don't." The king flung the dagger. Randy 
watched in horror as the blade plunged into his shifter 
friend. 

Turning, he faced the fae again. "Take me to my wife!" 

Vallin scowled but didn't say anything more. With a 
curse, Rael headed towards the shifter. 

"Leave him. He won't die, but he won't be rushing off 
to blab either." 

Randy relaxed a bit. If Dustin died because Randy had 
been stupid enough to be possessed, he'd never forgive 
himself. 

"He'll be in pain for about an hour and then heal just 

fine." 
The king's soothing tone reassured Randy, even 
though the spirit didn't give him back control of his own 
body. He did wonder why the king, so harsh to his 
underlings, bothered to reassure the person he possessed. 
He hoped Dustin forgave him in the end. He'd miss having 
the shifter's friendship. 
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The infernal howling interrupted Sasha's conversation 
with his liquor supplier. His first instinct was to tell Dustin 
to shut the hell up until he was off the phone, but then it 
struck him. Dustin was howling. 

"I've got to go." Sasha slammed down the phone and 
ran. Dustin was a shifter, not a dog. If he howled, there was 
a damned good reason, and he'd left the other man in 
charge of Randy. 

The crowd in the hall brought him to a stop. 

"Clear the way, what happened?" 

Tian and Lewis kneeled beside Dustin, hovering over 
the wolf. 

"I sent for the doctor, but we're afraid to move him," 
Tian said, watching the shifter. 

Sasha glared at the people blocking the hall. 
"Everyone go back to what you were doing. We'll find out 
what's going on." 

He recognized the knife. "Why would Rael stab 
Dustin?" 

"I don't know, but I'm going to rip out his throat," 
Lewis growled. His eyes glowed with a feral light that 
didn't bode well for the fae's future health. 

"Not Rael. Randy." 

At Dustin's voice in his head, Sasha looked around. 
“Where is Randy?" 


“Randy stabbed you?" Tian blurted out. 

"Don't be an idiot." Sasha glared at his friend. "Randy 
wouldn't hurt a fly." 

His sunshine had a gentle spirit, a bit too gentle for a 
vampire mate, but Sasha would cut his own throat before 
he admitted it to his lover. 

Dr. Chance arrived, breaking into his musing. 

“Hey now, what happened here?" 

"Obviously he was stabbed!" Lewis's voice bordered 
on hysterical. Sasha had never seen the man this out of 
control. 

"Settle down, shifter. I'll take care of your mate. The 
key is to pull out the blade before he starts healing around 
it." He examined the wound. "On the plus side, it doesn't 
look like anything major was punctured. Hold him still." 

Tian and Lewis grabbed onto Dustin as the doctor 
yanked out the blade. 

A deafening howl echoed down the hall. 

"It's all right, babe; I've got you," Lewis crooned to the 
whimpering wolf. 

"I could bandage this better if he shifted. I don't want 
to tape anything over his fur." 

Lewis slid Dustin's head onto his thigh. "It's hard to 
have control when we're injured. Focus, mate. Look at me." 

The wolf's head turned towards the larger man. 

"Shift!" 

Sasha heard the note of command in Lewis's voice and 
wondered why the man remained a beta when he had such 


strong alpha qualities. 

Fur vanished into flesh, and a naked man lay in the 
hall with a jagged wound in his chest. Dustin panted from 
the exertion of the change and the extreme pain he had to 
be in. 

"Can I lift him?" Lewis asked the doctor. To Sasha's 
Surprise, tears filled the stern man's eyes. Apparently, 
Dustin's injury had hit him hard. 

Dustin grabbed Lewis's shirt. "Save Randy. He's been 
taken by the fae." 

"What?" Fear shot through Sasha. "Why would they 
take him?" 

"He's possessed," Dustin whispered. 

"Oh shit!" Tian turned to Sasha. "That spirit king. He 
kept watching Randy." 

"What king?" Sasha asked. 

"He looked a bit like your mate. He wandered off 
whenever you were around." 

"Why didn't you say anything?" 

“He's a ghost. What was he going to do?" 

"Apparently possess my mate!" Sasha's fangs tore 
through his gums in his rage. He could cheerfully tear 
apart one of his best friends. Friendship meant nothing 
next to the safety of his mate. 

"Well, I didn't know that!" 

"Will you two shut the hell up!" Lewis yelled, silencing 
the vampires. "My mate's injured, Randy's been abducted, 
and all you two can do is shout at each other." With a 


gentleness at odds with the tone of his voice, Lewis 
tenderly lifted his mate up into his arms. 

"They took him to see the fae queen," Dustin told the 
men. He struggled against his mate's hold to stand on his 
feet but didn't get far with the stronger wolf holding him 
still. 

"Shit!" Sasha didn't have the first idea how to get to 
see the queen. He couldn't follow into the fae realm 
because he didn't have a single drop of fae blood. Unless 
Sasha found an Unseelie escort, Randy was on his own. 

“You've done your part, now you're going to bed. Dr. 
Chance needs to bind your wound. You can help look for 
Randy tomorrow," Lewis told his mate. 

Dustin gave a soft laugh. "You're always trying to get 
me into bed." 

Lewis nodded. "That's true. But for once, I'm not 
trying to join you in it." He looked back over his shoulder at 
the vampires. "Find Randall; I'll take care of my mate." 

Glaring at Tian, Sasha knew Lewis was right. "Let's 
make some phone calls and see how to get into the fae 
realm." If that was where they took Randy, then nothing 
was going to keep him from following after his mate. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


Randy jolted as he abruptly regained control of his 
body. Rael and Vallin looked back. 

"He's resting or something." Randy shrugged. "I'm in 
charge again for now." 

Rael nodded. "It takes energy to take someone over. 
However, I have no doubt he'll come back if we don't do 
exactly as he says." 

Randy didn't even bother to deny it. The king's will 
couldn't be overcome. If the spirit wanted Randy to take 
him to the fae realm, nothing would stop him from forcing 
Randy to find a way to get there. He briefly toyed with the 
idea of seeing an exorcist, but Randy figured the king 
would take over and kill him before an exorcism could even 
get started. 

The futility of fighting the dead king pulled Randy into 
depression. This entire situation looked primed for getting 
him killed, and to top it all off, he didn't get to say goodbye 
to Sasha. He hoped the vamp would be all right without 
him. Sasha always proclaimed Randy as his sun, the 
highest bond vampires ever had with another being. 
Despite his love for the vampire, for the first time he hoped 
Sasha had chosen wrong. If Randy wasn't his sun and he 
died, Sasha would suffer. But if he truly was Sasha's sun, 
his own demise might also result in his lover's death. 

"We'll do the king's bidding and then get you out of 
this, Randy," Rael promised. 


Neither fae looked at him. He didn't think they could 
face him as they lied. 

"I hope so." He had plans. It would be difficult to be a 
physician and live happily ever after with the vampire of his 
dreams if he were dead. 

"You're a dramatic little thing, aren't you?" 

"Oh shut up!" Randy snapped. 

Rael looked back. 

“Not you. The man in my head." 

"Oh." 

Nothing else was said as they continued down the 
dark alley. What the pair of fae thought to find, other than 
trash and the homeless, he didn't know, but he was never 
more thankful the two men carried large swords. 

When Randy thought his legs were about to fall off 
from exhaustion, they finally came to a stop beside a 
manhole. 

The fae stared at the cover for so long Randy lost his 
patience. Between worrying about possession, Sasha, and 
what they'd find in the fae realm, Randy's nerves were 
pretty much gone. 

“What are you doing?" 

Vallin looked up from his examination. "You didn't 
think all fairy circles were flowers on a grassy hill, did you? 
As a species, we had to adapt." 

Randy looked at what Rael was doing and realized 
little flowers were molded into the metal. The flowers 
glowed brighter with each pass of his hand. 


Rael walked onto the manhole, stood in the middle of 
the metal circle, and raised his hands out from his sides 
until they were waist high. "Open!" he commanded. 

A bright light sparkled around the edges until it broke 
into sheets of white light surrounding the fae. 

Randy's heart caught in his throat as Rael vanished. 

He grabbed Vallin. "Where did he go?" 

"Come." Vallin's looked at him with a combination of 
pity and amusement. "Don't worry so much. You'll be fine. 
The king is a man of his word. He might not have been my 
favorite person, but he's better than the queen on the 
throne now." Vallin's expression conveyed what he thought 
of the current ruler. 

A soft chuckle echoed in Randy's mind. Every once in 
a while he forgot about being possessed until the king 
made a noise in his head. 

Vallin grabbed Randy's wrist and pulled him into the 
glowing circle. Between one breath and the next, the city 
disappeared and Randy stood on a wide grassy field in the 
middle of a circle of daisies. 

"I didn't say all the circles of flowers were gone," 
Vallin said at Randy's pointed look. "Come on, let's get this 
over with and get you back to your vamp." 

Randy followed Vallin down the grassy hill. Rael stood 
at the bottom, waiting by the road as if expecting a cab. 

He turned around as they approached. "About time 
you showed up. I was getting bored and wondered if 
anyone would show up before you." 


Looking up, Randy realized there wasn't actually a 
sun. A general brightness lightened the sky but no glowing 
orb. 

“Where's the sun?" 

Rael laughed. "You're in the Underworld. We don't 
have a sun. We have the light." 

As they walked, a forest appeared out of nowhere, or 
so it seemed to Randy. Tall trees rose high above them, and 
the scent of pine filled the air. 

“We're almost there," Vallin promised. 

"Good." His boots weren't made for tramping across 
the universe. He'd only bought them because he knew they 
made Sasha hard. If he'd been thinking, he would've 
grabbed his sneakers. 

Randy hoped Dustin healed all right. Guilt ate at him 
as he remembered stabbing his friend. 

"There it is!" 

Excitement laced the usually sarcastic voice in his 
brain. Whatever the king's faults, he apparently had loved 
his home. 

A castle stood at the end of the rocky path they'd been 
following, the type of castle Randy had seen in story books 
as a child. Tall spires pierced the sky as the delicate 
building spread before them. "Will you release Randy once 
you speak with your wife?" Vallin asked. 

"We'll see." Once again Randy lost control and the 
king took over. Apparently the king had shored up his 
energy to take over Randy's body again. 


The fae king's tone didn't inspire any confidence in 
him. Randy wished he could fight the man, but how could 
you fight a spirit who had all the power in his hands? 

Guards rushed out to meet them. 

"Halt!" One fae stepped forward, separating from the 
group of guards. The man's hair consisted of a series of 
braids. Randy wondered if they conveyed special meaning. 

"Therebes, stop being an ass. Step aside, we must 
speak with our queen." Rael's tone indicated his impatience 
with protocol. "It's not like you don't recognize us." 

"Not him." The guard pointed at Randy. "I've never 
seen him before. Why would you bring a human here?" 

“Royal business," Vallin said. 

"I'll decide what royal business consists of, not you," 
Therebes stated. Randy could tell the man was the type 
who got off on his position of power. 

"Stop being an ass and let the men through," Randy 
growled. 

The guard stepped forward, a sneer on his handsome 
face. "And what makes you think I'm going to take orders 
from a human?" 

"The fact that your dead king has taken over my body," 
Randy said. 

Therebes laughed. "Good story." 

Randy grabbed Therebes by the throat and yanked 
him closer. "If you don't let us through, I'm going to tell 
your partner exactly where you go on solstice." 

Therebes paled. 


"Excuse me, Your Highness. I didn't recognize you," 
the soldier said with a gasp. 

Randy shoved him away. "Of course not, you fool, as 
I'm inhabiting another's body. Now take me to the queen." 

Therebes swallowed. "She's in the throne room with 
her husband." 

Randy gave a snort of disbelief. "Who did she take to 
her bed?" 

"Sir Barl." 

He threw back his head and laughed. "Poor thing has 
sunk to new lows." 

Unable to control his body, Randy watched his 
movements like he was a visitor in his own body. There was 
a hard edge to the king that told him the monarch wasn't 
taking his death lightly. Despite the situation, he had to 
admit curiosity about where the soldier went during 
solstice was killing him. 

"He goes to a gay bathhouse in the city." 

Randy knew he would've stumbled if he had control of 
his body. He'd heard of such things, certainly, but he'd 
never met anyone who actually went to one. At least he 
didn't think so. 


x OOK OK OK 


The queen sat on a throne in the middle of a large 
receiving room. It had a cutout to allow her wings to flutter 
behind her while she sat. Her long blond hair glowed in the 


natural light, and her silk dress was heavily embroidered 
with trees and flowers. However, her expression told Randy 
she was the perfect counterpart for the man beside her. 

The icy perfection of her face matched the stone-faced 
man sitting on the adjacent throne. Randy noticed the new 
consort sat in a chair even with the queen's, and neither 
looked very happy to be there. Some might consider the 
queen's new husband the king, but by law, he couldn't ever 
completely take Drein's place. The spirit inside Randy 
whispered the information as he watched the pair. 

The other fae moved aside for Therebes to approach, 
confirming Randy's idea the man held a position of some 
rank. Randy didn't want to confront the queen, but he had 
little choice as the king's will marched his body up to the 
rulers. 

Randy addressed the consort. "Couldn't inherit the 
crown so you slept your way to the top I see." 

"Who are you to talk to me in his manner, human?" 
The man's expression confirmed Randy's suspicion that all 
fae held humans in little regard. 

"I am King Drein. I believe you are sitting in my chair." 

The king smirked. "King Drein, indeed. He is long 
dead, and you are an imposter. Rael, Vallin, what is the 
meaning of this? If you are having a joke at our expense, I 
will have your lives." The consort's handsome face turned 
an unattractive mottled red while the queen paled. 

Vallin stepped forward and greeted the queen. "This is 
Randall Stewart, Sasha Baros's mate. You arranged for 


Sasha to have guards so he can help heal the fae after he is 
done with training. During the Samhain festival, King Drein 
possessed him. We brought him to you because the king 
has partial control of Randy and declared his intent to kill 
the body if we didn't escort him here. We thought to 
prevent a vampire-fae war. If something happens to Randy, 
Sasha won't let it go unpunished." 

"I have things I won't let go unpunished, either," 
Randy declared. 

"What things?" King Barl asked. 

"The fact that my lady wife had me killed and stole my 
essence." 

There was a collective gasp around the throne room. 
Even Randy knew the severity of the king's accusation. Fae 
could be resurrected if they still had essence along with 
their soul. If the queen stole King Drein's essence, it meant 
she intended for him to never return. It was essentially 
murder, even if she didn't cause his death in the first place. 

"Your death was ruled an accident," the queen 
announced in a proud voice. "You can't declare me a 
murderer now after so long. It's been over fifty years since 
you were alive." 

Randy stepped closer to the queen. "Doesn't it seem 
strange that in all that time I never came back? By now the 
goddess should've resurrected me, don't you think?" 

“Um... maybe she didn't think you were worthy?" 

Randy felt anger burst through him. With a wave of 
his hand, the king used his telekinetic ability to yank the 


queen out of her chair, dropping her to her knees before 
him. 

Without warning, Randy wrapped his fingers around 
the necklace she wore, and with a jerk of his hand, he 
snapped the clasp. 

The queen let out a gasp. "You can't!" 

"Oh, watch me!" 

“Release her!" 

Barl jumped off the throne, brandishing a sword. With 
a wide swing, he knocked the necklace out of Randy's 
hand. 

"You think you can take me?" Randy asked. 

Even as King Drein snatched the sword out of Vallin's 
sheath, Randy trembled inside in terror. There was no way 
he wasn't going to get killed over this. He'd never held a 
sword in his life. 

To Randy's surprise, the weapon moved easily in his 
hand, blocking the blade of the attacking consort like the 
other man's skill was too inconsequential for words. 

“You take my throne and then refuse me back my life!" 
Randy declared. "I was going to spare your life due to 
stupidity, but you just lost that right!" 

Barl swept his sword down in a move even Randy 
could tell was wrong. He had a feeling his opponent wore 
his sword more for decoration than combat. 

With a hard swipe of his sword, Randy knocked the 
weapon out of the other man's hand and stabbed him 
through the chest. 


Barl fell to the ground and didn't move again. As blood 
poured from his wound, Randy fought not to spill the 
contents of his stomach on the shiny marble. 

The queen screamed, "Murderer! Guards throw him in 
the dungeon." 

"Me!" Randy shouted. "You're the one who had me 
killed." 

"He's an imposter. A human!" 

Before Randy could say anything more, someone 
smashed him on the back of the head, and he tumbled into 
darkness. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


There was no sign of Randy. 

Sasha sat at his desk, head back, and sent out feelers 
of awareness hoping to pick up any sense his lover still 
lived. Would the ghost dispose of Randy when he was done? 
In the past week his people had scoured literally every 
street for signs of his lover. If Randy were anywhere on this 
plane of existence, he would've been found. 

King Drein was, from all accounts, a fair king, but a 
bastard of a supernatural being. A master swordsman and 
brilliant tactician had taken over the gentle medical 
student Sasha loved. 

Sasha's heart hurt, and depression weighed him down. 
Only the idea he might find Randy made getting out of bed 
worthwhile. 

"We found him!" Tian marched into the office, his 
silver hair tousled by the wind. 

"Randy?" Sasha jumped to his feet. 

"No, Ustin. He was caught at Blood Jumpers on Fifth 
and thrown out. If we hurry, we can probably catch him." 

Crushing disappointment sent Sasha back to his chair. 
It hurt to breathe. 

"Oh, snap the fuck out of it already," Tian growled. "If 
he were dead you'd know. Now get off your ass and go kill 
your brother. You're projecting enough negative energy to 
cause mass Suicide if you don't do something soon. No one 


wants to come to our club because they start bawling as 
soon as they walk inside." 

"Fuck you," Sasha said. "You wait until you find your 
sun and then you can criticize." 

"Hell, you didn't even have to find him. He came gift 
wrapped to your doorstep like a damn birthday present." 

"That doesn't make him any less mine," Sasha snarled. 

"No, it makes you a lucky, self-pitying bastard." 

Sasha was out of his chair with his hand around Tian's 
throat before the other vamp blinked. He shook Tian and 
slammed him into the wall. "If I find out anything happened 
to my beloved, I'll kill you just for fun." 

Lifting his closest friend by the neck, he tossed him 
across the room, pleased with the crunch Tian made when 
he fell. Straightening his shirt, Sasha marched out of the 
room. He glanced down at his clothing. Yes, black would do 
for his brother's execution. 
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"Wake up!" 

The shouting in his head made Randy sit straight up. 
His stomach lurched, and the room spun around him. 

"Shit!" 

"Easy." Rael wrapped a supportive arm around him. 

Randy breathed in the clean smell of the fae. How had 
he not noticed how delicious the guard smelled before? 
Turning his head, he buried his nose in Rael's neck. 


The fae froze. "Wh-what are you doing?" 

"You smell so good." Randy slid a hand up Rael's 
muscular chest, his palm brushing across a stiff nipple. 

Warm, hard, and smelling delicious—his favorite type 
of man. Randy's hand slid behind Rael's neck. "Kiss me." 

"Oh, hell no!" Vallin shouted. 

Rael was grabbed from behind and yanked away from 
Randy. 

“That's not even funny, King Drein," Vallin said. "Keep 
your hands off Rael." 

"Why? It's not like he's claimed or anything." 

Rael turned to Vallin. "Yeah, I'm not claimed. I could 
fuck Randy through the cot if I wanted to or maybe let him 
fuck me." 

Vallin glared at the fae. "Or maybe Sasha will smell his 
lover on you, drain your body, rip you apart with his bare 
hands, and dance on your entrails." 

Rael paled. "Good point. Sorry, Your Highness." 

At Sasha's name, Randy pushed his consciousness 
from behind the foggy mass covering his mind. "Sorry, 
Rael. I would never intentionally hit on you. Not that you're 
not gorgeous or anything, but you know..." He waved his 
hand ineffectively. 

Laughing, Rael let him off the hook. "I know. You 
belong to Sasha, and I'm sure right after we had sex I'd feel 
really guilty. Ouch!" He glared at Vallin. "Stop pinching 
me!" 


“Then stop mentioning sex with other men." Vallin's 
scowl reached new levels of fierceness. Fascinated, Randy 
watched to see if the vein throbbing on the fae's forehead 
was going to pop. 

"Why? It's not like we've ever had sex," Rael taunted. 

"T was waiting!" 

"For what? For me to reach a perfect century!" Rael 
stomped his foot. Randy hid his smile. He couldn't help it. 
Watching a muscular six-foot fae having a temper tantrum 
lightened his mood. 

"For the right time to ask you to be my mate," Vallin 
said, looking away from Rael's stunned expression. "I 
wanted to do everything right. I got you a wing ring and 
everything." 

“You did?" Rael's eyes scanned Vallin's body. "Where is 
it?" 

Randy desperately wanted to ask what a wing ring 
was, but he didn't want to interrupt the scene. 

"When fae mate for life they punch a hole in the top of 
their wing and put a ring through it to announce to 
everyone they are taken. It's considered a sacred bonding. 
Fae rarely commit." 

Sometimes having a second consciousness came in 
handy. 

Vallin pulled a silver ring off his middle finger and 
cupped it in his hands. "Remove the spell, true form 
reveal." A flash of light flared in his hands. 


"It's beautiful, Val." Rael started to reach for it, but 
snatched his hand back. Instead, he turned to Randy. 
"Marry us!" 

"What?" 

Vallin turned to Randy also. "Good idea. You can marry 
us and make it official." 

"Um, guys, I'm not a judge or priest or whatever fae 
need to marry." 

"No, but you are possessed by a king. Come on, Randy, 
let King Drein marry us. At least we'll be bonded before 
they take our heads for treason." 

Looking around, Randy saw they were in a beautiful 
room with pale gold walls and elegant furnishings that 
made vampires look frugal. 

“Where are we?" He wasn't even going to touch the 
treason issue. Randy was happily enjoying his denial. 

“Guest quarters," Vallin said, dismissively. "The guards 
were afraid to put a king in the dungeon. With the fae, you 
have to be careful which side you pick. Now marry us, Your 
Highness. You got us into this mess. The least you can do is 
perform a small ceremony." 

Randy wanted to ask them if they were ready for 
marriage. He was all about trying out the ride before 
buying the car, but he had to admit it was kind of romantic. 

"Go ahead," Randy told the king. 

"Stand facing each other and clasp hands." 

The two fae turned to look into each other's eyes. 


"With my power as a monarch of the fae people, I 
pronounce you bound to each other for as long as you may 
live. Normally, I'd say exchange rings, but you'll apparently 
have to wait for yours, Vallin." 

Rael blushed. "It's at the jewelers. I was going to ask 
you." 

Vallin smiled, an expression Randy couldn't remember 
ever seeing on his face before. "Stand still." He walked 
around Rael's back and muttered something Randy didn't 
catch. There was a flash of light, and a silver ring appeared 
embedded in Rael's wing. It sparkled each time he moved 
them. 

"It's really beautiful, Rael." Randy admired the jewel 
as the fae moved his wing back and forth to watch the 
sparkle. 

“Yours is blue," he told Rael. 

"That's it? That's all that's involved?" Randy stared at 
the fae for a moment. 

Rael nodded. "Except it's usually followed by a week 
of confinement, which we spend having sex and eating food 
prepared by our friends and relatives." 

"I'm really sorry, guys," Randy said. "It's my fault you 
got into this mess. I didn't mean to ruin your lives." 

Guilt weighed him down. 

“Relax, we're going to get out of this. We just need the 
queen's necklace." 

"Why do we need the queen's necklace?" 

Rael and Vallin stared at him. 


"Drein said he needs the queen's necklace." 

"I have an idea!" Rael walked over to the only door in 
the room and started pounding on it until finally a heavily 
armed guard opened the door. 

"What?" the guard asked, glaring at the room's 
occupants. 

“Randy demands a challenge!" 

"What?" Randy shouted. 

"He will fight the queen's champion and prove he's the 
dead monarch. If he loses, you can kill us all. If he wins, the 
queen drops the charges and gives Randy the necklace she 
was wearing." 

The guard gave Randy a long look, which he coolly 
returned. "I'll tell her." 

"I said I was sorry. You didn't have to try to get me 
killed," Randy said after the guard left. 

"King Drein is one of the finest swordsmen who ever 
lived. Even if he's at only half his ability with your body, 
he's still better than anyone else," Rael explained. 

“Thank you, Rael, for your wisdom." The words came 
out of Randy's mouth, but what he really wanted to ask was 
whether Rael was fucking crazy. Having someone else take 
over his vocal chords at will was infuriating. He'd survived 
his encounter with the consort; another battle was pushing 
his luck. 

They paced around the room as they waited for a 
reply. It didn't take long before there was a knock at the 
door and Therebes stomped through the doorway without 


waiting for a response. "The queen has agreed to your 
request. You may face your challenger in the throne room." 
Therebes's eyes caught the sparkle on Rael's wing. 
“Congratulations, Rael and Vallin. It's about time. I thought 
Vallin was going to die of old age with that thing on his 
finger. I would be honored to be one of your food bearers 
when you are found free of treason." 

Rael smiled. "We'd be honored." 

Therebes nodded. "Good. Follow me." 

As they followed, Vallin spoke. "I'm glad we didn't 
have to kill your vampire, Randy. I've become quite fond of 
you." 

Randy stumbled, but was caught under the arm by 
Rael. 

"What do you mean, kill Sasha?" He could barely 
breathe as panic made the walls close in. 

"Great timing, Val," Rael said sarcastically. 

"The queen said to kill the vampire if he became a 
political liability. Our seer knew he had some kind of 
involvement in the future of the fae, but we didn't know it 
would be because of his connection through you. I'm just 
glad we didn't have to." 

A fierce anger built in Randy. His fingers burned, and 
his back started to itch like mad. Fury had him turning on 
Vallin. "Make no mistake, Vallin. I might not be a warrior 
like you and Rael or filled with special paranormal abilities, 
but if you kill Sasha, I will hunt you down and make sure 
you take your last breath." 


Vallin raised his eyebrows. "You're turning into a fierce 
little thing, aren't you?" 

Randy raised his hand, and a burst of flame poured 
out of his palm. Startled, Randy lost his concentration, and 
the fire immediately extinguished. Vallin grabbed his wrist. 
"Do it again." 

The entire party stopped in the middle of the hall. 

"I-I don't know if I can." 

"Do it or I'll kill your mate!" Vallin swore. 

Flame burst from Randy's left hand. Vallin's eyes 
widened. While he watched the fire, Randy punched him in 
the face with a right hook. The fae's head snapped back. 

"That's for threatening my mate!" 

"Ow, fuck! I only said that so you'd bring back the 
flame!" He gave Rael a malevolent glare. "Aren't you going 
to defend me here?" 

Rael flicked his ringed wing. "Nope, it's my job as your 
mate to tell you that you were being a stupid fuck." 

"Thanks." 

"You really are King Drein," Therebes said in awe. 
"Only the king could call forth the flame." 

Randy shook his hand. "Let's get going. If I can't beat 
my opponent by sword, maybe I can set him on fire." 

"I hope not," Therebes muttered. 

"Why?" 

"Because I stupidly agreed to be your opponent." 


Randy nodded. "That was stupid of you." For a panic- 
filled minute, he couldn't figure out if it was him or the king 


who spoke. Randy wondered if they'd meld into one person 
if they didn't separate soon. What kind of person would he 
become if he absorbed the personality of a dead fae king? 

They arrived in the throne room to find a lot more 
people milling about. A cleared spot in the middle told 
Randy where the main event would happen. Therebes 
approached the queen with a low bow. She stood by her 
throne wearing a black gown. 

"Did you wear black after you murdered me?" Randy 
asked. 

"You are a delusional human who will get what you 
deserve," the queen snapped. 

"I've found few people really get what they deserve." 

Randy tried to relax and give total control to the king, 
as he didn't want to be the reason they were both 
destroyed. He wondered if King Drein could be killed twice. 

"The contest is to first blood," the queen said. 
"Although I'd love to have it to the death, upon reflection, I 
can't kill Randall until I've talked to his lover. We have a 
treaty with the vampires and killing him without a 
representative could start a war." 

There was a muttering of dissension in the crowd, but 
no one dared speak too loudly in case the queen heard 
them. Randy let out a soft breath of relief. If nothing else, 
he'd get to see Sasha one more time before he was sent to 
his death. 

"Have faith." 


“Therebes, you have chosen swords for the contest. 
Randall, there are several to choose from on the wall. Take 
your pick. We will end this farce and go tell your mate of 
your death sentence." 

Randy watched as his hand chose a steel sword with 
the picture of a griffin stamped on the blade. 

"My favorite blade." Randy heard the satisfaction in 
the king's voice. 

"Face each other." 

Randy couldn't help but think how similar this was to 
the bonding ceremony of the fae minutes before. 

"The fae celebrate life and death in many of the same 
ways. Now empty your mind, so I can concentrate." 

Randy tried to clear his mind, a difficult thing to do 
while weaving and slicing with a sword in his hand. He 
couldn't help but notice Therebes wasn't really giving it his 
all. The king's thoughts reflected Randy's suspicions. 

Dodging a half-hearted stab, Randy sliced Therebes's 
arm with a tidy cut. 

"Call," Therebes said, holding up the wound. 

"Call!" the queen shrieked. "You can't call! He barely 
cut you!" 

"It's first blood, and he won." Therebes's tone 
indicated the queen was crazy for doubting him. 

"I believe that necklace is mine." Randy held out his 
hand. 

The queen took a quick look around and ran. She 
came to a sudden halt when her guards surrounded her. 


"You wouldn't be thinking of running off without giving 
me my prize now would you, my dear?" Randy asked. 

With swords at her back and throat, the queen 
grudgingly handed over her necklace. 

Throwing the necklace to the ground, Randy smashed 
it with his heel. A loud explosion rocked the throne room, 
and the queen fell to the ground screaming. 

Sasha watched as a shadowy form floated up from the 
shards before solidifying into the shape of a man, a familiar 
man, completely in the flesh instead of the silvery shape of 
before. 

Randy jerked back as the king's spirit flew out of his 
chest and straight into the new body. With a gasp, the 
king's body began to breathe. Rolling back his shoulders, 
the man straightened with a smile. 

"For murdering me and keeping me in the in-between, 
I sentence you to death, but unlike your treatment of me, I 
will leave your soul, as well as your consort's, in the hands 
of the gods." 

He grabbed one of the soldier's swords and separated 
the queen's head from her shoulders. The onlookers 
watched as her head rolled across the floor. 

Randy's stomach churned at the sight of the 
decapitated queen. He just knew nightmares from this day 
would follow him for many nights to come. 

He met the king's eyes, shockingly the same color as 
his own. "You did it, Your Highness." 


A tender expression filled the king's eyes. "No, we did 
it. I never would've made it back without you, grandchild." 
The king walked over to the queen's body and removed 
something from her dress. Walking back to Randy, he 
opened his hand. A small gold daisy pin lay on his palm. 

"This is a pin of calling. If you are ever in need, prick 
yourself with the pin, think of me, and I will send help." 

Randy took the pin and attached it to his shirt. 
"Thanks." 

The king walked over to the wall where the swords 
hung, took a scabbard off a hook, and handed it over to 
Randy. "Keep the sword, too. Consider it a small gift for the 
service you've done. The Unseelie throne will always be in 
your debt." He gave Randy a surprisingly friendly smile. 
"Let the weapon remind you that you are stronger than you 
know." 

Randy slid the sword into the scabbard; he'd polish it 
later. Clumsily fastening the belt around his hips, he turned 
to Vallin and Rael. "I guess you won't need to watch me 
anymore." 

The king shook his head. "Nonsense. After their 
bonding, I am sending them back to watch over you. You 
are still a valuable asset. I will keep to my ex-wife's original 
agreement, even though she made it with betrayal in her 
heart." 

"Okay," Randy agreed. Exhaustion dragged at him. He 
didn't want to argue; he wanted to snuggle up with his 


vampire and take a nap. "Do you think I can get back to the 
earthly plane?" 

"I'll do you one better. I'll return you to a portal close 
to home with Therebes as your guide. That is if your wound 
isn't too great?" he asked the guard. 

The soldier smiled. "I think I can make it. In fact, I 
believe it is already healed." 

"Good, then you can escort my dear descendant home. 
I can honestly say after all we've been through together 
he's my new favorite." 

Randy bowed to the king and fervently hoped they'd 
never meet again. He had enough to deal with without 
becoming the favorite of a king. 

As if reading his mind, Therebes took Randy by the 
arm and led him to a corner of the throne room. 

"This portal can only be used by royal decree and only 
goes out, never in. It's to prevent enemies from having 
direct access to the monarch. Close your eyes and think of 
nothing." 

"No problem. I've become a master at that." 

Randy closed his eye and let the portal take him away. 


CHAPTER SIX 


They re-entered the earthly plane on a street Randy 
didn't recognize. Unfortunately, he did recognize the 
vampire staring at him with unbridled glee. 

“Ooh, someone brought me an early birthday present." 
Ustin gave him a maniacal smile. "Don't worry. I'll make 
sure to send your head to my brother so he doesn't forget 
what you look like." 

Randy stared at the vampire who yesterday would've 
caused a tsunami of fear to sweep over his body. Today, 
however, he didn't even cause a ripple. 

Therebes stepped forward, but Randy pulled him 
back. 

"No, he's mine." 

Randy walked towards the vamp. "Do you know in the 
past few days I've been possessed, imprisoned, and ordered 
put to death? I've had enough. Enough of intimidation, 
enough of alpha assholes trying to tell me what to do, and 
now I've had enough of you." 

Randy stopped in front of the vampire. Ustin had done 
nothing but bring Sasha misery and threaten to kill those 
Randy loved. With a cool dispassion that he thought would 
bring a glow of pride to the fae king, Randy pulled out his 
sword and stabbed it through the vampire's heart in one 
clean motion. With a surprised gasp, Ustin fell to the 
ground. 


Anger swamped Randy over the anxiety this one 
vampire has caused. For a moment he thought his hands 
felt hot, but the sensation vanished. He shrugged it off. It 
was probably only residual sensation from his possession. 

"Nice stabbing, love." 

"Sasha!" Spinning around, Randy found his vampire, 
along with two werekin, standing in the alley behind him. 
Dropping his sword, Randy ran over and jumped into his 
lover's arms. Wrapping his arms and legs around the 
vampire, he held on tight. To feel Sasha's hard muscled 
body against him brought everything good back into his 
world. "I missed you so much." 

Sasha wrapped his arms around Randy and held him 
up. "My sun, I thought I'd lost you." 

Randy heard the joy in his vampire's voice and 
realized how much his absence had shaken his normally 
implacable lover. 

"You'll never lose me, Sasha. I'm like that sticky gum 
you can't scrape off the bottom of your shoe, no matter how 
hard you try." 

Sasha's body shook beneath him as the vampire 
laughed. "You are more like the sun my life rotates around. 
A bright and beautiful star who brings light and warmth 
into my life." 

Randy lifted his head from where he had it buried in 
Sasha's neck. "That's sweet." 

Kissy noises had him turning to see Dustin and Lewis 
standing off to the side. Lewis's lips were pursed making 


the noises. 

“Don't make me sic my warrior on you," Sasha said. 
"Take care of the body. I'm going to take my man home and 
find out what he's been up to." 

Randy turned his head to introduce Therebes, but the 
fae had vanished into the night. As he didn't feel the fae's 
presence, he figured his escort had returned to the king. 

Sasha easily carried Randy down the street until he 
started feeling silly. "Um, you can put me down now." 

"If you insist." After a short passionate kiss, Sasha 
released his grip and allowed Randy to unwrap his legs and 
slide down Sasha's body. He held out his arm for Randy to 
take. For a few blocks, they walked down the street like any 
dating couple. Randy didn't know what time it was, but it 
couldn't have been too late. There were still quite a few 
pedestrians on the streets. A woman and her boyfriend 
sneered at them as they approached. Sasha bared his 
fangs. 

The woman screamed and dragged her boyfriend off. 

Randy scolded his lover. "You didn't have to do that." 

"Sure I did. She disapproved of me, and I disapproved 
of her. I consider it a draw." 

Randy threw back his head and laughed. 

After the stress of the fae world, he needed this. A bit 
of time with the love of his life made everything better. 
"Hey, how did you know where to find me?" 

"I didn't. We were hunting Ustin. I wanted to have him 
taken care of before you returned. Instead, I witnessed you 


stabbing him. How did you learn to handle a sword like that 
and where have you been?" 

On the way home, Randy told of his exploits to his avid 
audience of one. 

"You are truly a resilient man. I don't think I've ever 
been prouder of you than I am now, except maybe when 
you skewered my brother. That was fun, too." 

Randy shook his head. "I should feel bad about killing 
him. I mean, I'm supposed to be concentrating on saving 
lives, but I really don't have any regret." 

Sasha shook his head. "Think of all the lives you've 
saved by killing him. My brother couldn't be redeemed. 
There wasn't a kinder, gentler vampire waiting to come out. 
He has always been evil." Sasha squeezed the hand Randy 
had rested on his arm. "You did humanity a favor, perfect 
for a man looking to save lives. By the way, I rearranged 
the memories of the hospital staff and your teachers. They 
will think you were there the entire time." 

He knew he should reprimand his lover for changing 
everyone's memories, but he didn't have it in him. The joy 
rushing through him at being back where he belonged was 
too great. 

As they walked, Randy's sword sheath brushed against 
his arm, calling his attention to its light weight. "Damn, I 
forgot my sword!" 

He didn't want to lose the weapon after everything 
he'd gone through to get it. Randy planned to hang it on his 
wall and never wield it again. 


"The werekin will retrieve it." 

Randy nodded. Guilt struck him. "I stabbed Dustin. Is 
he all right?" 

"He already forgave you, but you can talk to him later 
if you'd like. He knows it was the king and not you." 

"Good." That was one less thing to worry about. 

Before he knew it, they were walking through the side 
door that led to the hallway by their room. 

Sasha waited to speak again until they'd walked inside 
their room and locked the door behind them. 

Randy gave a soft noise of surprise as Sasha spun him 
around. "Tell me one thing?" 

"What?" 

"Why didn't you tell me what was going on? Why 
didn't you trust me?" 

"It wasn't a matter of trust, Sasha. The king said he'd 
kill you if you stood in the way. You think I don't know you 
would've tried to stop me?" 

Sasha gripped his arms. "Of course I would've tried to 
stop you. You almost died. Nothing is more important to me 
than you." 

"Then you know how I feel." Randy wasn't going to 
apologize. Taking a slow breath, he opened his mind and let 
Sasha see everything he'd gone through, to search his 
memories. "He had control. I wasn't about to let him harm 
you. The fae backed me up. I was fine." 

"I could've lost you." Sasha pulled Randy close. "I 
won't tolerate you putting yourself in danger again." 


Randy almost objected out of reflex, then he realized 
something. "I don't want to be in danger again either, but I 
learned something about myself." 

Sasha leaned back to look into Randy's eyes. "What 
did you learn, my sweet?" 

"I learned I am the right mate for a kickass vampire." 

Sasha threw his head back and laughed. "I'm glad you 
finally realize your place is at my side." 

Randy stepped closer until they touched from chest to 
thigh. The heat in Sasha's eyes told him of his effect on his 
mate. "I'm ready for my collar now." 

Sasha smiled. "I'll arrange the ceremony." 

"No." 

A crease formed in Sasha's brow. "What do you mean 
no?" 

"I don't want a big ceremony. I want you to give it to 
me now." 

"That's not how it is done," Sasha protested. 

"I don't care how it's done. I almost died without your 
mark around my neck. I'm ready for you to claim me. If you 
want to have a formal event later for everyone, we can, but 
I want my collar now." 

"You're a pushy little sub, aren't you?" Sasha kissed 
Randy's cheek. 

Randy stepped back. "I don't think I am." 

“You don't think you're a sub?" 

Randy shook his head. "No. I think I'm your sub, but 
I'm done being submissive to everyone else. I will sit beside 


you in the club or I won't go. If someone asks me a 
question, I will respond to it, and if I want to go on a 
helicopter for part of my residency training, I will." 

Inside, Randy shook a little, but he wasn't backing 
down. He was done being pushed into doing things he 
didn't want to do. 

Sasha cupped Randy's face. "According to the fae, you 
are the descendant of a king. If anyone gives me any crap, 
I'll tell them royals don't kneel except during coronation." 

Sasha wrapped an arm around Randy and yanked him 
closer until their chests met. 

"You don't object?" 

"You're here, alive, and safe. It would take a lot of 
effort for me to care about anything other than having you 
naked beneath me." 

"That, I can do." 

With kisses, licks and nibbles, the men undressed each 
other. Instead of the frenzied lovemaking Randy had 
expected, they took things slow, with Sasha setting the 
pace. 

"Who did you drink from while I was gone?" That 
thought had bothered Randy more than once while he dealt 
with the fae. What did his lover do while he was gone? 

"No one. I was waiting for you." 

"What?" 

Sasha kissed Randy, derailing his thoughts for a 
moment. "I bite you so often not because I'm hungry, but 
because I can't resist you." 


Randy's mouth dropped open, and Sasha suppressed 
his laughter. His love was adorable. Joy pulsed through 
Sasha at seeing his mate alive and stronger than ever 
before. Although Randy had appealed to him before and 
Sasha knew he'd have happily bonded with his human, this 
new, stronger version excited him like never before. 

When Randy had slaughtered Ustin in the alley, Sasha 
had felt thrilled. To see his gentle human go warrior on him 
gave Sasha a new appreciation of the power beneath the 
lean body. 

The smooth skin revealed as each piece of clothing 
was stripped away inflamed Sasha further. Randy's 
disappearance had scared him more than anything before 
in his life. If Randy hadn't returned by the end of the 
month, Sasha would've had to drink from someone else, 
and his stomach had roiled at the thought. Even the idea of 
plunging his fangs into someone other than his sun made 
him feel dirty and unfaithful. 

Caressing Randy's cheek, he looked into his lover's 
eyes. "I have known a lot of people in my life, but I've never 
loved anyone as I love you." 

He smiled as Randy blinked back moisture in his eyes. 

“Are you ready for your collar?" 

Randy nodded. Sasha suspected his love couldn't 
speak through the knot of tears in his throat. 

Sasha gave Randy a quick hard kiss before turning 
around and walking to the dresser. Pulling the drawer 


open, he reached in and retrieved the velvet box delivered 
from the jeweler a few weeks ago. 

With the flat box in his hands, he walked back to his 
lover. 

"I know even as a medical student you can't walk 
around with a locked chain around your throat or even 
something that looks vaguely like a collar." He met Randy's 
gold-ringed eyes. "I want you to be proud of our 
relationship, and I want you to always be reminded that I'm 
proud of you." With that, Sasha opened the box and 
revealed the necklace he'd had made. 

"Oh, Sasha, it's beautiful. Put it on me." 

Sasha reached into the jewel box and lifted out the 
gold necklace. From the thick gold chain dangled a gold 
pendant with the Rod of Asclepius stamped on the surface. 

Tossing aside the box, Sasha attached the clasp 
behind Randy's neck. 

Randy lifted it up, turned it over and laughed. "You 
couldn't resist, could you? If lost call Sasha? It even has 
your number." 

"I also had the chain enchanted with a protection 
charm so you can't be harmed, but nothing is unbreakable." 

"T'Il be fine, Sasha. You have people following me, an 
enchanted necklace on my neck, and I'm marked more than 
a werekin mate. I know for a fact there are at least five 
people on the hospital staff who aren't really staff. Don't 
think I didn't recognize Liam the other day. Delivery driver, 
my ass." 


Sasha smiled. At least Randy didn't know half the staff 
owed Sasha a favor and word was out if anyone so much as 
bothered his sun they'd best pick out their cemetery plot. 

Randy could have the illusion of freedom to spread his 
wings, but Sasha would be with him every step of the way 
when he was ready to land. 

Stripping off the rest of his clothes, Randy climbed up 
on the bed, wearing nothing but the jewelry Sasha had 
given him and looking like a sexy slave boy. Sasha yanked 
off his clothes without regard to buttons, zippers, or the 
integrity of the cloth. 

A low growl rolled from his throat. Sasha climbed up 
on the bed and crawled until he kneeled on his hands and 
knees over his mate. Leaning down, he brushed his lips 
across Randy's, sighing at the feel of his lover's soft lips. 

Gentle kisses quickly turned to a fevered sliding of 
mouth against mouth as Sasha slid his tongue inside to 
absorb one of his favorite flavors in the world. His mate. 

Groaning, Randy tilted his head up to accept Sasha's 
kisses better. Randy's fingers scraped at Sasha's back, 
raising his excitement higher. Even though he no longer 
had a king's spirit inside him, Randy retained some of the 
more aggressive tendencies of the monarch. Instead of 
passively accepting whatever Sasha had to give, Randy 
actively returned Sasha's kisses. 

Randy locked his heels behind Sasha's hips, pulling 
him closer and lining up their erections. 

Sasha lifted his mouth. "Impatient, love?" 


"Yes, it has been far too long since I've had you inside 
me." 

"Yes, it has," Sasha agreed. 

Reaching into the side drawer, he pulled out a bottle 
of lube. It made a loud snick when he popped the cap. 
Randy gave him a wide smile. 

After slicking up his fingers, he pushed one inside. 
Randy relaxed around the digit with a speed that told 
Sasha he really wanted this. He slid in another finger, 
spreading them and adding more lube. He'd never had a 
lover as tight as his sun. No matter how many times they 
made love, Randy always took a bit of time to loosen up. 

Kissing Randy to relax him further, Sasha slid his 
fingers in and out of Randy's warm tight hole until his lover 
bucked beneath his touch. 

"Fuck me, Sasha, I can't take it any longer." 

“You'll take it until I tell you you've had enough." 

Randy smiled. Love glowed in his eyes. "I'll never have 
enough." 

Locking gazes with his lover, Sasha slowly pushed his 
hard shaft inside. In unison, they moaned at the 
connection. Pulling mostly out, Sasha pushed back in until 
he fell into the proper rhythm that had Randy squirming 
and moaning. 

He held Randy's shaft at the base, refusing to let him 
come. "You will never leave me again." 

Randy gave a whimper. "Bastard." 

Sasha laughed. "Say it." 


"I won't leave you." 

"Ever." 

"Ever." Randy wiggled suggestively. 

Sasha pumped inside him again. Slowly, carefully, he 
set a rhythm until Randy shouted and cried out his name. 
"If you ever run off without telling me where you are and 
taking at least ten bodyguards along, I will spank your ass 
so hard you'll never walk straight again." Sasha released 
Randy's cock. "Now come." 

He slammed into his lover, nailing Randy's prostate. 

With a shout, Randy came, spurting thick liquid 
between them. Sasha slid in and out a few more times 
before releasing the stranglehold on his control. A sigh 
escaped him as he collapsed on his lover, reluctantly sliding 
to one side so he wouldn't crush him. 

Randy turned his head to face Sasha. "I am sorry, but 
I'd do it again if it would keep you safe." 

"I know." Sasha might question some things in life, but 
he didn't doubt Randy loved him and would protect him 
however he thought best. 

“Come on, love, let's take our shower." 

Randy rolled off the bed, and Sasha's eyes caught on 
his back. "Stop." 

Randy froze and looked over his shoulder. "What?" 

"What is that on your back?" 

“Um, shoulder blades?" 

"No." Sasha scrambled off the bed and rushed over to 
his lover. "Come more into the light." 


Randy let Sasha drag him into the brightly lit 
bathroom. Two long scars covered Randy's back. 

"Oh fuck." 

"What? What's wrong?" 

Sasha turned his lover so he could see his back. "Love, 
I think you might want to get used to the idea of having 
wings." 

Randy paled. "What?" 

"Well, I hate to bring up previous lovers, but long 
before you, I once had a fae lover. This is what their backs 
look like when their wings are retracted." 

"B-but that doesn't mean I'm going to have wings." 

Sasha stroked Randy's head. "We'll see, but I think 
your DNA might have changed a bit when you were taken 
over by the fae king's spirit." 

Randy let out an aggravated sigh. "Great. Because 
being the mate of a vampire wasn't enough of a challenge." 

Laughing, Sasha pushed his lover into the shower. 
"We'll worry about that tomorrow." 

"Easy for you to say," Randy grumbled. 

"Yes, in fact it was." Sasha turned on the water. Wings 
or no wings, having Randy back in his world was worth any 
price. 


THE END 
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